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David Dodd Lee
Shot by Boy, 
H aw kins  and  Lee Die 
in  a Flooded Q uarry
W e  w e r e  d y in g  and  w e  w e r e  invalid,  
t h e  m o th s  c o m in g  up off t h e  w a t e r  and  all t h a t  blue 
dus t
and  t h e  dus ty  beeches  
s w i m m i n g  aw ay  from t h e  ho les 
l ike  fa l l ing  r ivers  of no ise  f l i ck e r in g  
u n d e r  t h e  shafts  of t h e  moon.
Boy was  s o m e t h in g  else d o in g  t h e  dan ce  
of t h e  l iv ing  r i g h t  t h e r e  on t h e  e m b a n k m e n t ,  
his bel t  of spoons  s inging.
His b u rn e d  hands  hissed  in t h e  rain  
t h a t  s t i r red  t h e  leaves
p o k in g  i n c h - d e e p  hole s  in t h e  n e a rb y  Blueber ry  
River,
or  so H aw kins  descr ibed  it  to me, 
im a g in i n g  it, d r i f t in g  n e a r  dead  on  his  back,  
an old sassafras roo t  in on e  hand ,  
t h e  bird of his God in t h e  o the r .
M e an w h i le ,  I ’d passed f rom flesh 
bu t  was  still al ive u n d e rw a te r .
I r e m e m b e r e d  m y  first w a lk  n e a r  t h e  quar ry  
as a d ream  I had  in w h i c h  m y  p a re n t s  rode  aw ay  
on  w h i t e  horses.  T h e n  here ,  w i t h  Boy dancing ,
I could  see t h e  f leck in his  eyes  t h a t  was  l ike a 
w in d o w
and  his  ne rves  w e r e  on  fire. Of t h e  ways  to be born  
th is  was  cal led  d r o w n i n g  in sin, t h e  slick u te r i n e  
roo ts  tw i s t i n g  t i gh t ,  t h e  s u n l ig h t  b le ed in g  aw ay  
so t h a t  all I could  h e a r  was Boy
C u t B ank
p r e t e n d i n g  to cry, his  voice l ike a kn i fe  
c u t t i n g  lea ther ,  and  I fel t  t h e  s igh t  leave m y  eyes 
and  I m oved  m y  a rms  in t h e  w a rm  shir t.
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